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Sh Hal folay 


FOUNDED AND CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 


INTERVIEWING GOSCHEN. 
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“Phew! ‘what's that? Snow, as I'm alive! Jump- 
ing Jerusalem! am I awake or asleep? Turn back ? 
Not I! ‘Tis nothing, Ind, simply nothing—an optical 
illusion.” But when they get to the cricket-ground — 


ty ‘lid weather, old man! Just the sort for 
_ Jietu't be better! Bring the bag and away 
- Setting wll’ Nota bit of it. Fancy, dear 
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SEASON. 


And find the grass covered with abont six inches of 
snow, it suddenly dawns upon them that there is such 
a thing as an English climate to deal with in connee- 
tion with vutduur spotis. 


FS 
ee oe: at ? 
St ee ey 


“Not approving of Mr. Goschen’s Budget, Poor Pa recently called together a family council, at which it was resolved that a deputation, consisting of Papa, 

Mr. McGooseley, Mr. Iky Mo and Mr. McNab, should wait upon Mr. Goschen and give him their views upon the subject. Accordinyly they did so, and, us 
apa put it, quite tied the Right Honourable Gentleman up with their arguments. The price of ‘ Unsweetened’ formed the chief grievance, and Poor Pa insinuated 

hat if ballet girls’ mammas were taxed, the duty on his favourite beverage might be lightened. Eventually the deputation was kicked oul.””—'Toorsir. 


[ONE PENNY, 
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THE PRINCE OF PIRATES. 


—~—— 


In the latter part of the seventeenth and beginning of the 
eighteenth centuries, every sea was infested with pirates, 
among whom one of the most notorious was Captiuin Bar- 
tholomew Roberts, 

The first of Roberts’ exploits was to attack and burna 
Portuguese fort. after which he attacked the town, Soon 
after this they fell in with a fleet of forty-two Portuguese 
ships off the Bay of Lostodos Santos, laden with merchan- 
dise. Roberts, keeping his men concealed and mixing with 
the fleet, came close alongside of one of the deepest laden, 
He ordered the crew to send their master on board the pirate 
ship quietly, threatening to give him no quarter if any 
resistance were offered or signal made, The Tortuuese, 
terrified by the sudden flourish of cuthisses, submitted with- 
out a word, and the captain came as ordered. Roberts, 
bowing politely, said that their business with him was only 
to be atorincl which was the richest laden ship, and if he 
directed them rightly, he should) be restored to his own 
vessel without harm, but that, otherwise, lie must expect 
instant death, 

On this, the Portuguese captain pointed te a ship with 
forty guns and Doomen: but this by nemesis dismaved 
the pirates, who said they were ea’ Portusnese, When 
they came within hail, the prisoner was ordered to invite 
the other eaptain on board, The ether replied that’ he 
would come presently; but by the tevse and bustle that 
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iinmediately ensned, the pirates saw they were discovered, aud that 
the wuns were being got ready. Roberts, therefore. without losing 
a moment, put in a broadside, grappled and boarded. Many of the 
Portuguese and two of the pirates were killed. But by this time 
the tleet were alarmed, top-gallant sheets were flying, and guna 
tired to fetch out two men-o'-war that rode at anchor hard by; but 
they did not come up in time—perhaps they were afraid to do s0— 
and Roberts got away with the prize, which proved to be a rich 
one, containing 4,000 moidores in gold, besides a quantity of valu- 
able jewellery, including @ diatnond cross designed for the King of 
Portugal, 

After this feat the pirates retired ton place called the Devil's 
Island, and there passed some length of time in drunkenness and 
debauchery; then, going again on the warpath, they made some more 
captures with much hideous cruelty and bloodshed, burning ship: 
and firing on and pillaging towns, after which they again retired 
into seciusion on the Island of St. Bartholomew, where the 
Governor and his officers feasted them, and the ladies, profiting by 
their example, endeavoured to outvie each other in attracting the 
good graces of the piratical crew, 

Notwithstanding their successful adventures, these ruffians could 
not be kept in order, being almost always mad drunk, To deal 
with these ungovernable brutes, Roberts had for ever his knife aud 
pistol ready to settle accounts with them, 

But, clever as he was, his reign was not destined to last for ever. 
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LATEST FROM YELPINGTON. 

that there pirait he is on the jobb agin, an’ he ‘ave sho’ me bil- 
liam ‘is leff hear, pore boi, ina bottel. Mrs, billiam, his mother, 
she sai it’s od she ain’t never in time to se ‘im, it give me the 66 
(six) to think at a moment ov ‘orror lik this thare shood be douts 
of truffleness wen i sai i ‘ave parted with a shillin’ an’ a peny on a 
count to keep wot is leff of billiam, pore boi! O it do, 

(Signed) ALEXANDRY. 
(Nert week something startling.) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


es 

*,* Correspondents wishing tl:eir MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped enrelape large cnough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


We're obliged ta you for cutting, MICK, but cannot understand 
The veason which induced you to pretend That you had a perfect 
hnmvledge of the complicated case; We're very glad te hear it, 
IRISH FRIEND. Jt isat reryoftenthat the Ancient © copsthespike,* 
But he's touehy on that subject, ARTUUR ROSE; You needn't 
bother, SOCIALIST, about the thing at al’, It's hardly worth the 
trouble, goudness knows! We're sorry that we could not use your 
sketches, BERTIE MEEK, We destroyed them, as you did nut senda 
stamp; Youd better seck instruction from The Gardener, MIss 
PEARL, We know you ought to always keep them damp, You can- 
not read your“ SLOPER,” POLL, or you'd have plainly seen That 
we stopped the competitions mouths ago; Your plan is rather 
clercr, NEWT, as far as we can see, It isnt of importance, ALBERT 
LOWE. As often.as you like to take the trouble, WILLIE BOND ; 
Thanks muchly, but we cannot use it, PUAST: There's very little 
difference, GoG, but we should fecl inclined To give our vote in 
facour of the last. : 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Tiustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded toany Part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and United States of America, post-free: 
8 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d. 12 Months. 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.0.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“Tite SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-free to Newsagents 
on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Rookscilers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 hun pe LA BANQUE, 


will he paid to the next-of-hin of anu Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty ercepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of the 
United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY 
SLoPER’s HALF-Ho“Lipay” be found upon the Deceased at the 
time of the Accident. “ALLY SLoPER's HALF - HOLIDAY” és 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
ing at 8 pclngk, and the Insurance lasts one week from that 
time, exniring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—_—_ 


“A pRY season diminishes the quantity of milk supplied by 
cows from twenty-five to thirty per cent.” Thus Mrs, Jones 
read to her lord and master from an article in the paper. “ Very 
likely, but it improves the quality,” said Mr. Jones. “How is 
that 2" questioned his spouse, “ Why, the farmer's wells run dry,” 
answered Mr, J. * 

* 

“CALL that a vallyble picture?” said Farmer Fatted, looking at 
a gem by Birket Foster—a ruined cottage, pigs and poultry, “ Why, 
1] wouldn't gi’ a fifty pun’ note for the hunbledowu owd place itself, 
pigs an’ fowls au’ all.” ee 

= 

“Mr. SLOPER's compliments to Mr. Jones, and will Mr. Jones 
kindly lend him his new set of false teeth, because he's going out 
toa big dinner party?" “Mr, Jones’ compliments to Mr, SLOPER, 
and he willsee him bally well blowed first,and will he, Mr. SLOPER, 
have the kindness to return that cake of dog soap he borrowed, 
when he said he was going to havea party, and wanted to let them 
see the cvlour of his skin at least once ina blue moon?” 

bathe 

“WuicH# do you think,” asked pretty Flo, 

“The sweetest picture in the show 2” 
And Charlie, who had lots of zeus, 
Said, “ Burlington's art treasure House 
No picture holds so fair, [ vow, 
As that which stands before me now.” 

*- 


ALLY SLOPER’S HAI-F-HOLIDAY:. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Stoper. 


No. 419.--Tlie * Jack-in-the-Green " Costume. 


UNPALATABLE. 
A girl A. SLOPER would 
not kiss—no, not even for 
a bottle ot “* Unsweetened.” 


Said, “Good morning. Hélée 
Wonld you like a kiss? 
Her answer was this : 
“T should; but, then, not one from you.” 


¢ 
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Hostess. Do take some tea, Ethel! 

Ethel (who has an antipathy to drinking tea without food), No, thanks, dear ; I 
never take tea by itself. 

Hostess. Perlaps you'd like a drop of whisky in it, dear, 


* 
He was snchathonghtful, moderate man, that he actually fol- | 


lowed his mother-in-law into the kitchen in the dark and kissed 


her surreptitious like, so that she should have the pieasure of | 


believing that the job was done by the young bookie lodging on 
the second floor. * 
* 

“Ts your Bill engaged to our Sal?" “Notas T knows on, old 
man. But why?” “'Cos [seed him picking some of her hairpins 
out of his coat sleeve with a pair o° pincers ; and if thatain’t atfec- 
tion—blow me! what is?” ae 

* 

“© Prriaps, sare, in de vulgare ore, vou may have de advantage, 
Dat, sare, look at de exésive, vare de art cemes in! Vy do you not 
flavare your meat de sameas us] Beeos you me can do it, sare!" 
protested a French chef to an English rival, “lt don't want it, 
Frenchy. Our meat is good enough to eat as it as, but yours is so 
thund ring bad that you're bound to flavour it up, or you could 
never get it down at all,” was the reply, 


“Tow does this razor feel?" “T 
don't know ; but I know how I feel— 


| fiyed.” 
ag 


abots were handy, 


In this case the old 
her footy, 


| and then gave him my advice. 


J makes the man,” 


(Saturday, May 7, 1592. 


THEY were drawing upa list of the toasts to be givenata dint, 
the Incorporated Law Society, and after the Royal toasts, soni; 
suggested “The Lord Chancellor.” “Oh, no,” objected sone, 
else, “The Lord Chief Justice.” “Rah !" exclaimed a third,» 
the man to whom the profession is more indebted than bet), , 
those put together.” “Who is that?” “The man who make, j,. 
own will,” ** - 

» 

“ Dogs she suffer him to kiss her?” asked a frenzied rival of | 
best girl's little brother, “There don’t seem much sufi’ 
about it—[ should say she likes it, by the way she goes on,” p,; 
ti.e youngster, *,* 

HE had studied the stage a great deal more than the law, 4: 
when he came across a request on his intermediate paper 4, 


| definition of real property, he wrote: “ Real property is so es 


to distinguish it from stave propervies.” And, strange to say, t, 


' youth didn't get even half marks, 


. 
Tr “ Richard-Henry ” had a “ split,” 
What book would most resemble it? 
Well, neither would for Cother tarry, 
And we should see a Dick shun Harry, 
Pad 
“ ASSISTANTS are a terrible trouble in our profession, sir, Ther. 
that new one I've engaged, he wastes half lia time in gossipin:,’ 
siid Sizzers, the haircutter, to a long suffering customer. ~ 1) | 
you ever try n deaf and dumb one?” ventured his victim, *y 
sir, but he didn’t answer,” returned Sizzers. “No, 1 suppose hut: 
but wasn’t that an advantage?” was the long sufferer’s reply. 
* * 
* 
es, Sharpshins. Dad, ask me some questions in Na 
History 
Old Sharpshins, What is a sparrow? 
Young Sharpshins, A sparrow is made of Indiarubber, and— 
Old Sharpshins. WHat?) What d'ye mean? 
Young Sharpshins, Well, he's a gutter percher, anyhow, aud 
that’s near enough. ee 
* 
“Tow is it,” asked Mrs. Wonterno, “ that they tell you the Turks 
are all teetotalers, when the papers have always got sometii:: 


about the Sultan and the port(e)/” 
s * 


* 

THERE'S nothing new under the sun, not excepting Os: 

O'Flaherty Wilde's dyed carnation. All flowers die soouer or lac, 
s ¢* 


* 
“Wnrat is Golden Number, father?” asked an inquiring budle:, 
“ Number one, my son,” responded the 1. B.'s sire. 


Literary Hack. I'm writing a speech which is to he deliv 
with a presentation watch to 2 scrgeaut of police. What's a 
thing to compliment him on? 

Friend, Hum—ha—oh—why, on his quickness of apprehens: 
of course. * 

THE latest excuse by a man who has been out on the beanfia- 
lay, and who has come home to have his face scratched by 
missus, is to tell his pals that he has been out maying, and th: 
prickles in the hedges have been too much for him, 


* 8 


* 
THERE'S many a slip 
"Twist cupind lip; 
And when the cup 
Too oft goes up, 
Although it kiss 
The lips, | wis, 
Tt brings to all 
Full many a fall. 

ee 


* 
Scexn—Lineoln's Inn Fields, 
Sicksanate. Well, has anyone called since lve been out? 
Youthful Clerk. Yes, sir: and as he'd called three times before, 
just to Keep him ina good temper, Lasked him what his case ss. 


Sicksanate (horrorestricken). You gave him advice? What wa! 


you tell him? 


Youthful Clerk (with conscious pride), Why, sir, 1 told hin: 
have to mukean Affadavit, file au Lnterrogatory, present a pein 
Inquirendo de Lunatico, aud obtain a writ of Habeas Corpus, a>: 
Exeat and a Replevin. 

Nicksanate. Avd what did he say? 

Youthful Clerk. He said he thought he'd go and see it le 
couldn't settle the case amicably. 

se 
a 

“WHat a charming drawing room suite yours is,” said Belin’. 
Bladder’s very latest betrothed, as he vazed on the spindleshanhe. 
arrangementsin blueand gold that, like the Sloper staff, were never 
meant to be sat upon, And while Belinda simpered an affirmativ~. 
the most. fiendish of her brothers, the principal Twiglet, hauled © 
from the kitchenasubstantial resting-shelf,as wooden as the he: 
that can't see Sloperiau wherzes. “What's that for?” gasped Ui 
betrothed. And the Twiglet replied, “That's what we mi: 
Berlinda’s mashes sit on, ‘cause those others ain't up to teu te 
twelve stone, what they generally run at with Belinda’s nine on ius 
knee.” [Aud now another attaire de coeur ts 1". 

sz * 


s 
Lady (with sick hustand).—And what shall I do if—if the wor 
I'll be mort 


| comes to the worst? 


Charwoman.—Oh, anyone will lay ‘im out, mum! 
pleased to do it for yer, mum! ¢ 
s 
AT acertain library and reading room, well known to Pre- 
and not a hundred miles from Bloomsbury, it was one 6 
covered that the clock had stopped, Complaint was made 
attendant, who mentioned it to the clerk of the room, whe 
ported in writing to the superintendent, who did the same to! 
chief librarian, who was obliged to write tothe Clerk of the Cow! 
Council in Spring Gardens, where it was brought in due ecu 
before a Committee, who gave permission for it to be repaired: | 
before the permission had time to arrive the clockmaker whoo 
tracts for it had wound it up, and it was guing as usual. 
s * 


* 
THE lecturer said, “ Friends, G TN 
Just spells a snare that folks fall in.” 
Says ALLY, * Do as I—take care 

To always get outside the snare.” 


ee 
* 


“Woy? you try this Spring chicken?” asked Mr. Bise'-° 
hostess. Humph! What is the charge?” queried theo 
luminary, jocesely, Then responded a wretched man, wie °° 
strugeline with the joints of the old rooster, * Obtaining a sie 
with a false character, | should say.” 

ih 


“RANK and money are nothing, my dear sir! Tt is worth | 
sid the amiable idiot, “No, it isnt 
makes the woman, and very often breaks the man who has t 1 


| the bills,” responded the man who had been there. 


* * 


* 
SHF was a serumptions, dainty little damsel with view 
checks like peaches, a» mouth like a rosebud, and with eur 
curls frolicking over a lily while brow—in fact, she was it~ 
wden of Eden of agiri; and when she said to the book 
assistant, “1 want Sueeety,” he answered, * You may have 


rane 


1 of nine as you like, you little darling 1” 


Saturday, May 7, 1892.7 
__ 
TOOTSIE BEFORE THE MAGISTRATE. 


(IN A STALL, YOU KNOW, AT TeRny's.) 
pe 

“Wen a man's married his troubles begin.” Ask a policeman 

if I'm wrong. . . 
- Ng Posket is a magistrate, and he married. He did not panse to 
ask a policeman, or 
even his clerk, or 
the party who calls 
“Silence!” 
court. He married, 
not wisely, — but 
muchly, a lady who 
was thirty six years 
ago, and has gone 
on verbally growing 
younger, Sheisalso 
the possessor of a 
growing bov, whe 
has to be backed to 
keep time with her; 
and when poor Mr, 
Vosket the 
youth aforesaid fling 
aside his Eton jacket 
and tay down collar 
and assume the garb 
of the masherest of 
mashers, he sorter 
writhes, Well may 
he cry out, “Oh, 
what a boy!” 

When — presently 
the same boy puts 
poor pa Posket 
throngh the game 
of “fireworks,” and 
leaves not a picking 
on his bones, he is 
even more startled. But still more astonished and shocked and 
nupis his honour duomed to be, The boy leads him forih 
nake a night of it.” 
fhe Dook Snook, an elderly person, yet well preserved, and vet 
firvcleverat backing the“ dark horse,” says that when 2 babelet 
onthe pong, he kept it up till all was sky blue (milkman’s time), 
audenjoved himself like anything, There are some like that who 
are forever rollicking ; from whose brows the wrinkles shrink away, 
n~ it were, in kindness, and on whose heads the silvered tlikes of 
‘Yime's tempe-ts fall gently and not altogether unbecomingly. The 
Dook dyes his locks a bluey black. 

tut Mr. Posket is not at heart a larkist, and when he is dragged 
of) tospend the night at an extra fast West End hotel, he feels a 
bi shaky, To this same festive haunt comes one Colonel Lukyn, 
the boy's godfather, 
and his friend, Cape 
tain Vale, is going to 
sup with him, but, 
unexpectedly, Mrs, 
Tosket and her half 
famished sister turn 
up; and, in spite of 
ie warning of the 

‘1 keeper (the 

gentlemen, 
. time!” with 
uich, doubtless, 
Qiiny of my male 
lers ute but too 
Himiiar), the guests 
nyger oon until the 
lice make a raid on 
premises, The 
lies and the 
and ths cap- 
ain are taken into 
ustody by the men 
n blue, and dragged 
gNominiously to the 
police station, Mean. 
While, the magistrate 
nd that precious boy 
Manage to make their 
scape, and fly madly 
cross country Kil- 
and endon 


sees 


| 


Colonel Lukyn: W. MACKINTosr. 


‘a 
Mow ing dawns, and ETHEL MATTHEWS. 
resently the hour for 
Dpening the police court arrives. All that is left of poor Posket 
rawls in, in 2 mud bespattered and ragged state, and with a bit 
of sticking plaster on his nose, and takes his seat upon the bench. 
He has alla bad time, has Posket,for the zealous constables have 
br Pi friends and relations to Mulberry Street, over which 
¢ pres des, 

Up they come,and from moment to moment his agonies increase, 
Mntil at length, in a state verging on delirium, he sentences his 
betty half to seven days, without the option of a fine. This third 
r screamingly funny ; but, for that matter, so are the other 
wo, and the audience the night | was there nearly killed them- 
elves with laughing, 

lam told that the part of the Magistrate was originally written 
or Terry, but why he did not act it | cannot say. He ia awfully 
Beod init, and never loses a chance of getting a roar; indeed, he 
has not had such a good 
look in for a long while. 
As Agatha Posket, Fanny 
Brough is just grand, and 
greatly helps the great 
success which the pirce 
has) undoubtedly met 
with. 

Charlotte, the Hungry 
One, is well played by 
Ethel Matthews, and 
Annie Hill and Alice 
Maitland cleverly act 
their parts. Mackintosh, 
us the Colonel, is remark 
ably clever, and especialiy 
so inthe last act. Klvde 
Maxwell plays the Cap- 
tain as well as it could 
he played, J. Brabourne, 
as Isidore, is the waiter 
to the life. Weall know 
that waiter. We have, 
Leicester Square way, 
called him often and fee'd 
him muchly, Brabourne 
is the “coming” — man, 
Capital. too, is De Lange 
as the Restaurant Keeper, 
vnc Trent, Lugg and 
Sims do very good work. 

As the Boy, Edmond 
hans : has nv part that fits him 

outa wrinkle, | have never seen him to greater advantage. 

True, the whole performance is admirable, and if you miss 
ligistrate, von miss a treat. So go and see it, dears, d'ye 
otad. whatever you do, don't forget to say that [, Tootsie 
Pesan t SOU: [Whistle and cat. 


Mrs. Posket : 
Fanny BRovuGgH. 


Charlotte: 


Mr, Peshet: Epwany Tenny, 


1 


in the | 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


SLOPER ON THE ROMANTIC DRAMA. 
From's desk the Bloated Blight rose, 
And, slinging books on she f, he 
Exclaimed, “Vil spot Ziv White Rose 
This evening at the ‘Delphi. 
To view romantic hedgerows 
Let youths romantic clamour; 
From gallery's tight-as-wedve rows 
Vil view romantic dramar!" 


The Fossil showed two bright rows 
Of teeth and grinned with pleasure, 
And still, “twixt acts of White Rose, 
Drank many a brimming measure 
Of gin—which to his pate rose, 
Tiil, ere the play was played, be 
Amongst the gods, irite, rose, 
And at the players brayed he. 


Pull loud his vice (though tight) rese— 
This dramar'’s name doth grieve me. 
Tocall your play Zhe Wiite Roes 
Is very wrong, believe me! 
Why, every learnéd totf trows.” 
So shrieked he, tierce and frantie. 
“That The Hard Rors or The Soft Roes 
Por a dramar thats Rov-mantic 
Would be the fittest name!" 2... They chucked the Wreck 
Just then, and nearly broke his blessed neck ! 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 
(Written by himself, with passing viscrvations and footnotes 
by his fricnads and relations.) 

CHAPTER V, 

MY FIRST TOOTH, 

OF conrze T cannot remember when my first tooth came through, 
T have heard, though, that it was neither a grinder nora molar—it 
was the dog tooth, It was helped through with a door key. I 

ays loved that door kev afterwards, 4 

(“It's a curious thing, but the old threepenn‘orth shoveller is 
uncommonly fond of n door key. To see the way he holds on to 
it, and does somersaults over it when it’s in the keyhole, is as 
good as a beanfenst.”"—MCGOOSELEY. ) 

Many people came to see my tooth. The “water rates,” an in- 
genuous person who was on good terms with the family, and a 
moe respectable gentleman in the bath-brick commission trade, 
said— 

“A lovely tooth, Mr. Sloper.” This pleased my dear father so 
much that he insisted ona visit being paid to the “ Red Lion” tu 
drink the tooth’s health. 

When he returned home, T regret to say that he had been festive 
not wisely but too well; and, mistaking a piece of hearthstone for 
a lump of sugar, began rubbing my gums with it. He also per- 
sisted in giving my coral to the fox-terrier to play with, while he 
an that comewhat sickly animal's chunk of sulphur in my pap. 
wike as he had mixed his drinks, so Had he mixed us up iu his 
mind, worthy man ! 

(“SLOPER is, very rightly, too partial! to referring to his father as 
a*worthy man. Tt is not right to turn the magnifying glass of 
history on the private life of a celebrity ; still, truth is trath, and 
old S. for many years was known in the quarter where he resided 
by the names of Daddy Ooze Booze and Viscount FitzQuartern.”"— 
MCNAB.) 


1 had that tooth for many years and always regarded it as a | 


faithful friend. 
(“Then that tooth must have been like most of the old cadoozler’s 


ancient pals: it’s said to have been had by him some time or the | 


other,”"— MCGOOSELEY, ) 

“Oh! sharper than a serpent’s scorn isa toothless child,” says 
the great dramatist. My parents were proud of that touth, and, in 
fact, it was but the other day | broke it. 

(Yes, and a great shame it is thot they have them gallus thick 
tumblers at the ‘Biue Pig.’ The poor dear old man is sometimes a 
little bit chattery in the morning over his first drink. He'd taken 
quite a chunk out of the large sized rum and milker, but bis tuoth 
was spoilt, all the same. Tootsie thinks a new false set might be 
got together by his pals. She could get up a mixed smoker and do 
along ckirt dance with one of her friends—not with that Lardi, 
though, for | never see the hussev now but what my fingers itch to 
give her one with the frying-pan.”"—Mns. SLOPER.) 

The tooth was a great success. [ never had any convulsions with 
it. Lmay say,in fact, that as an intant | was exceptionally free 
from requiring to be turned face downwards and patted on the 
back. The charwoman said I was a cherib. She was, though, un- 
interested and not over honest, and actually took my cradle to the 
leaving shop, to devote the proceeds of her theft to a perfect 
debauchery in rum and shrub. 

The tooth was well cut. 

(To be continued next week.) 


PROFESSIONAL FRIENDS. 
No. 13.—THe Clown. 

THE way was long, the night was cold, 

Tie clown was stiff and sad and old ; 

His withered cheek aud tresses grey 

Seemed to have known a better day ; 

His sausages, his only joy. 

Were carried by a ragged boy, 

Once aright merry clown was he 

Who pleased the people wondrously ; 

But, well-a-day ! their date is fled, 

Most of his brother-clowns are dead, 

And he, neglected and oppress‘d, 

Longs to be with them and at rest. 

No lounger with the pantaloon 

He chortles, bright as sun at noon ; 

No more, applauded and caress'd, 

The children’s friend, a welcome guest, 

The public he can entertain 

With, “ Hullo, here we are again!" 

Old times have changed, old manners gone, 

Grand ballets oust him from his throne ; 

Ken little children have begun 

To think him quite devoid of fun; 

And, when they hear his well kuown shout, 

Most of the audience hurry out, 

lor nowadays they only sneer 

At jokes which kings have loved to hear, 

The pin de siécle folk all frown 

Cpon the once loved, old world clown. 


A FREE LUNCH. 


TuREE big fat men walked into a Bodega the other day, There 
was nothing extraordinary in the circumstance. One of them 
seized the cheese scoop, 1nd the others waded into the biscuits, 
which, 1s everyone knows, are provided gratis to customers. After 
going at it for fifteen or twenty minutes, they stopped. Then they 
took their seats round a table, and one of them stid— 

“What do you charge for that cheese?” 

“No charge for cheese, sir, What ean I get you to drink?" 

“ib have a café au lait—with milk.” 

“Cup o' tea tor me.” 

© Same here.” 

“Very sorry, sir; don't keep tea an’ coffce here. 
elarit, ‘ock, champagne——” 

“Can't be done, young man, Look here,” and, unbuttoning his 
coat, he showed the boy the blue ribbon conspicnously displayed. 
Each did the same, and then they made a stately exit. 


Sherry, port, 


; arms, 


MADAME’S ADMIRERS 
—_ 

SHR was an extremely botidsome womens 
that she had becu au the habit of being 
woman for 
some h ears 
(we won't 
“Jet on” how 
many), 
had plenty of 
admirers, 

Too many, 
perhaps, to 
her hus- 
» Whose 
peaceofimind, 
particularly 
when she gave 
hima piece of 
hers, was very 
much dis- 
turbed. 

They called 
themselves, 
for profes- 
sional pur- 
poses, °° The 
Wonderful 
Bullettinis.” 
the husband 
following the 
genial ocen- 
pation of oa 
remover, by 
mneans of fire- 
of 
apples from 
his wife's 
head—at con- 
siderable risk, of course, to his own personal safety, seeing that 
ifever he forgot himself so far as to miss the apple and shoot his 
wife's head off, there would be plenty of nasty evil minded persons 
ready to come forward and suggest that he missed the pippin aud 
hit the cocoanut intentionally, 

One morning, over breaktast at their lodgings in the neichbour- 
hood of Camden Town, Mr. and Mrs, Rumbolt Brown (as the 
* Bullettinis " were known to themselves and their landlady) were 
heard by the last named individual (who happened to be listening 
at the keyhole) to grow exceedingly warm-tempered on the subject 
of the wife's admirers. 

“Til bave a divorce!" was Mr, Rumbolt Brown's observation, 

“Do!’ shouted the female half of “The Wonderful Bullettinis ” 
—“do! And if Tcan be of any service in the matter of supplying 
you with material to work your action upon, pray command 
met 

This cruel 
cynicism was 
too much for 
Rumbolt. He 
sat for some 
moments in 


and, notwithstanding 
an extremely handsome 


she 


Listening at the hey hole. 


dumb and 
helpless 
Wrath; then, 
rising from 
his sent, le 
bounced — out 
of the reoem 


(to the bewil- 
dermentofthe 
listening land 
lndy), miutter- 
ing to himself, 
“She shall 
suffer for this 
) to-night —if 7 
suffer for it! 
If she has an 
c-  admirer after 

{" to-enight’s per- 
(0 formance at 
1 i the Troeavi- 
TM Von. my name 
ith dis isn't Ruane 
sy bolt Reginald 
John Buuyan 
srown!" 

The night came, and so did Mrs, Rumbolt Brown’s numerous 
love sick gazers, all crowding up to the side of the Trocavilion stage 
to feast their eves upon the substantial but none the less lovely form 
of the beautiful Bullettini, while that matron stood, a parazon 
of amiability and artlessness (not to mention trust) to hive shot 
from her head the very fruit that,as a woman, she might have 
been pardoned for holding most dear, 

She was looking troubled to-night, and regarded her husband 
with something of suspicion as, with a savage grin, he loaded his 
gun and levelled it ac the apple on her head. 

Rumbolt Brown's revenge would be most complete. He had 
sworn to do it, come what might. It was worth the risk—anything 
was worth the risk that would rid him of the anxiety which his 
wife’s love of admiration tilled him with from day to day. . 

As he put his finger to the trigger, you might have heard him 
say, if you'd been the gun— . 

“No more adiirers for her after that shot, I'll bet a sovereign!” 

“Bana!” —_—\ 

Conceive the \ 
horror of the 
crowd at the 
foot of the 
stage when 
they beheld 
their beloved 
Bullettini —the 
one and only 
“star” of the 
music hall firm- 
ament which 
guided them to 
the Trocavilion 
night after 
night—fall 
back into the 
arms of an at- 
tendant with 
out her wig? 

Rumbolt 
Brown had 
aimed low, and 
the beautiful 
golden tresses 
tlying off had 
revealed a head 
us buld as the 
bullet which 
did tne duas- 
tardly work ! 

Rumbolt may ; 
have had to pay somewhat heavily for his spitefalness, but he 
always had this consolation to mix with his wife's repronches— 
that shot had killed the Jove in the hearts of his rivals and saved 
him from no end of serious worry. 


As bald as the bullet. 


“Tt's all very well to say why don’t £ come 
iu but the brute will ty at me af Lattempt to 
Lave one Way or the other.” 


Miss Sloper will be deli shted to receive photographs from those 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE'’S FRIENDS. 


No, 233.—Miss MABEL TURNER, 
“'Tis hard to think that I must live without her.” 
—The Dook Snook, 
“Oh, promise me that someday you'll be mine!"—Lord fob, 
“Tm pining for her love, yet she withholds it.” 
—The Hon. Billy, 


(1). The Laird makes a martyr of himself sinee MeNab administered the 


Biowside cure foc melauchuly, 


Or the white slave of Bloomsbury. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE CAPTIVE. 


passed a gentleman ena bievele ? 


(1). How A. SLOPER got ‘em will ever remain a mystery, even to himself, suffice it 
that he possessed them—two lovely ones.—(2). Whether they were obtained in 
defence of England, Home and Beanty——(3). Or through the instrumentality of the 
“Sloper Arms” chucker, it would be presumption to inquire. A. SLOPER rather 
favours the former theory, although, when, in the words of his friend Charles 
Coborn, * Time, gentlemen, time!" was called, he distinetly remembers questioning 
the truth of the assertion, and insisting upon standing his ground and one more drink 
round, when——but no matter. It is enough that they were strongly in evidence the 
next morning, and how to get rid of them was the momentous question. It was, oh! 
hot a surprise to the Wreck that Mr. Charles Coborn had revived the song to which 
his features supplied a striking illustration, from the simple fact that one can't have 
teo much ofa good thing, and it struck him that the admirable comedian was the 
very man, under the circumstances, to advise him how to reduce the discoloration. 
“Charles,” cried A. SLOPER, rushing on to the stage of one of the many halls where 


FRENCH NAIL TONIC. 


(2). When Lee-lines weren t in it. 


AT THE CROSS ROADS. 
Lady (tho has gone out to meet her lover), My good man, have you 


Miner, Not loikely! Do yer take me fora blooming steam engine ? 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—CHARLES COBORN, Esq. 


(Saturday, May 7, 1099 


“ You suggest kissing asa remedy for melanc). | 
Well, dear, I have no one to kiss except my 
band, and you surely don’t expect me to kiss Aim,’ 
—Extract srom Letter of Young Laiy, 


that gentleman was appearing in “Two Lovely Black Eyes,” “behold me!" “0b. 
what an alteration!” ejaculated Mr. Cuborn. “Have a cooler ?"—-(4). And '« 
applied a flat iron to the F.O.M.’s rainbow hued optics, “ Thanks, Charley, t 

l already feel much relief. How, my frieud, can I repay you? Ah! [*have it! 
will interview you here before the public. Tell me, now, what was your age wh! 
you first saw the light ?"" But the audience did to A. SLOPER that which las mol: 
many a celebrated actor's heart swell with pride—they rose to him: which w 
have been very satisfactory had they refrained at the sime time from yelling, bo ins 
and shaking their fists. Handed off by Mr. Coburn to his dressing room, * Charle- 
said A, SLOPER, when he had taken a little something, * why can’t we combine « it 
talents and appear together as *The Men who Broke the Bank at Monte Carlo’ = 
(5). “We should be immense. By-the-by, you couldn't lend me half athick ‘un, ¢ 
you?” Mr. Coborn replied in one of the many foreign languages of which he ts 
master, which is all rigit when you know it, but you've got tu know it first. 


(3). Aud the Elder said, “ Dear me, T was only gann to present, lim at 
sum French nails,— they say iron is guid fur the bluud.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Saturday, May 7, 1892.] 


frea 


tro DRSREDWH 


Anogker - urforbureaGe,- \ 
w Ae~~ 


“Poisohedl ‘wheal « 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Yes, I quite agree with you, it ¢s a wonder how I do it, and if you only knew one half of the | custom ‘tis to slay The rovks in this illegal way :— Lord Welselcy thinks it would be wise Tho 
ditiiculties [ have to overcome, one quarter of the obstacles [ have to encounter during my weekly | [ritish Moree te advertise: — Walk up! walk up! Sie Brederick bawls, A splendid show 
search for somethin to tickle your, by this time, super delicate palates, yon would be still further | aderas the walls :—The GO M, is hostile still Towards the Women's Suffrage Bill :—The life or 
astonished, But 1 detain you.— Braroe, Sir James! yowre very right, The postal elerk is aot pretty Florence Brooke Her rufiian sucetheart nearly took.—Vhere you are, my hearties, you'll have 

notes — One more arrest —but all the same, I think he has himself to blame ;:— The farmers’ | to rest contented with that until next week, Till then, ta-ta!—-THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


THE ART OF STUDY. 


Culelese Maiden, Oh, auntie, dear, look at the buttercups and 
doses. Haw sweet and innocent the joysof youth seem when we 
Bre atuonyg suen beautiful productions of nature. 


THE “DEVIL” AND HIS MASTER. 


EN : First British Workman. I say, Bill, us won't do no more work tor 

me & \— = - tal 

* Subbings Las got a bad attack of indigestion, and i3on his way Sie ate 
tw commit suicide, ‘ 


dav, 
| Nellie fs intrusted with a one line part, and spenls four hours every day for two | Second Ditte, Wot d'ver mean Vy more work ? 


mouths in reLearsing. | owt all day, bar lower bluowiu’ four url. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


———— 


Hern, what's all this fuss again about the Sule of [ntoxieants to 
Children? We theuaght this question had beeo threshed out locally 
- long ago, But, no: the teetoe 

P\ talers won't let it) rest, and at 

— Taverpool, the other day, the 

Town Couneil held a big meet- 
ing, where a motion to the ethect 
that * This council considers the 
present practice of supplying in- 
toxicating liquors to voung chil- 
dren (although not 

intended for | cone 

sumption om the 

premises) a source of 
Mntemiperance and 

injurious to public 

interests," was cur- 

ried unanimously, 

Should the Till at 

present before Parlia- 

ment become law, 

the British working 

men will, like the 

hero of Ingoldsby’s 

poem, © Misadven- 

lures at Margate,” be 

compelled to % fetch 

the beer himself,” 

a proceeding which 

doesn’t strike us as 


such very hard lines, after all. But we shall see. 
os * 
* 


ALLY’s old friend, Mrs. JuDY, celebrates her Half-Jubilee this 
week by giving away with the current issue of her paper an exact 
facsimile of the tirst number, which was published May Ist, 1867. 
Twenty-Five Years is a good old time to stand the battle and the 
breeze of public opinion ; but JUDY has done it, and, aftera quarter 
of acentury, is as fresh as ever. A. SLOPER wishes JUDY many 
Happy Returns of the Day. “+ 


WE made mention a few weeks ago of a capital parlour amuse- 
ment, called “ Ally Sloper’s Round Game of Personalities,” the 
demand for which has been so great, that the manufacturer, 
Adolphe Hamburg, of 7 Hatton Garden, desires us to say that, in 
addition to supplying the game to most of the fancy stationers, toy 
shopkeepers, ete., he has made arrangements by which it can now 
be obtained at all the railway bookstalls. 

ef 
. * 

SuRELY Jhe Gentlewoman is getting grandmotherly as it in- 
creases in age. Speaking about horseracing, it asserts that “there is 
nothing more undignified and 
unwomanly than the sight of wv 
young girl, daintily dressed, 
standing ona drag, glass in hand, 
watching eagerly the progress o/ 

a race, and cheering her ‘faney * 
as it bounds swiftly along.” Did 
you ever read anything more 
absurd? What earthly harm can 
there be ina woman par- 

pating in the right 

ul pastime if she so 
desires, providing, of 
course, she does so inno- 
cently and without ulte- 
rior objects?) Of course 
weall know that racing 
is) naturally exciting— 
what sport is not? but 
surely excitement does not de- 
moralize women, Tf we accept 
the prudish ideas of our contem- 
porary we may as well return to 
the Puritanic: age. 

™ 

THE Mildeweil Mousetrap has 
this day been graciously pleased 
to confer the “ Award of Merit” 
upon LEOPOLD WENZEL, be- 
cause he's a popular and tal- 
ented musician, « Feyther,” 
blented the Azure Orbed the 
other night at the Empire, as 
the applause which greeted the appearance in the conductor's seat 
of the composer of Nisita died away, “they seem to appreciate 
Leopold here, don't they?" And the Agéd nodded affirmatively 


as he lubricated his larynx with yet another Kiimmel. 
s.* 


e 
THE Eminent has received from Messrs. Hertz and Collingwood 
a sample case of theie celebrated Rosbach Natural Table Water, 
which, among other qualifications. possesses that of being recom- 
mended by the faculty for rheumatic diseases, SLoOPER isn't 
troubled with anything of that kind, we're glad to say, and he's 
placed that Rosbach away until somebody is good enough to 
forward a case of old brandy or special whisky, when it will come 
in useful for diluting purposes, We sincerely hope nobody will be 
foolish enough to de so, SLOPER gets more than is good for him 
outside, but if drink is once introduced upou the premises—well, 
goodness knows what may not happen. 
baad 
In The Life we Live, the most recent Princess”success, the old 
class of melodrama is hashed up to suit modern palates. Of course, 
25 we have the usual un- 
-\ limited display of vice 
my! by the villain, together 
with a few hair breadth 
escapes on the part of 
the hero and heroine, 
to make things a bit 
equal, Of course, virtue 
predominates in the end 
—the bare idea of a 
good old blood curd- 
ling melodrama ter- 
inating otherwise 
inakes one's hair stand 
on end. There are one 
or two striking situa- 
tions in the piece: the 
eviction scene, with the 
death of the poor old 
nother, being of an 
exceedingly pathetic 
nature, Charles War- 
ner, as the muchly per- 
secuted Harry Red- 
mond, has ample 
Opportunities for the 
exercise of his veel 
powers, but his style is. 
penisps, wlittle too 
vommbastic. Mary Rorke 
makes an excellent 
heroine, and W, L. Ab- 
ingdon a villain whom everyone hates, while W. L. Shine proves 
himself a most capable comedian, Of the rest, Harry Bedford 
shuws the most dramatic power, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ON the night of Saturday, April 23rd, the Antiquated 'Amfat and | 
major part of the Family, foregoing for once the alluremenuts of 
the ballet and the giddy haunt of beauty, 
accepred the kind invitation of Mr. W. 41, 

Markham. and graced with their dis- 
tinguished presence it capital smoking 
concert, held at the South Peekham 
Liberal Club, The entertainment we 

the highest order, harmony and speek 
Irish predominated, and when the Family 
left the hospitable portals of the club, the 
cheer that went up from the assembled 
Peckham Liberals nearly raised the root, 
Somebody hus since ¢ rted that it mache 
have been one of r > but A, SLOPER 
can afford to treat insinuations of this 
sort With the contempt they deserve. 

7 * 

WE have sad news, indeed, for the 
hokey-pokey man and the riven rings 
Jeted son of Italy, who, during the 
summer months, retaileth a more or le-s 
poisonous concoction known among its 
consumers as “creem ond rarsb'ry.” 

Messrs. Dickinson and Macolloch have 
invented an automatic machine which, 
upon the customer's penny being dropped 
into the slot, releases a drawer in whiets 
reposes a neat little cardboard box, cous 
taining a pure and delicious Neapolitan 
ice and a little teaspoon, The machine 
will be placed at the principal railway 
stations and many seaside resorts fre- 
quented by the festive tripper and the 
-toothed youngster, The fact that the ices are manufactured by 
that high class firm, the Horton lee Cream Co, is alone amply 
sutticient to obtain extensive patronage for this novel and ingenious 


develupment of automatism. ¢ « 


* 

SLOPER is, take him altogether, so excellent a fellow that when 
Anyone invents anything especially excellent nowadays, they almost 
invariably name it after the F.O.M. It is this reason, anyhow, | 
which induced Messrs, Thomas Stothert & Company, of Blackburn, 
to name a new and useful preparation of theirs, “Ally Sloper’s Dry 
Soap.” The Wreck himself doesn’t know much about soap—evil 
minded persons have before this hinted that his acquaintance with 
water is equally limited—but Mrs, Sloper asserts that it’s a won- 
derfal invention and robs washing-day of half its terrors, and she 
ought to know, oughtn’t she? » » 

* 


THAT pampered up portion of the community designated under 
the title of Post Oflice Assistauts, have at last received a check, 
and to the Postmaster- 

General the thanks of 

the general public are 

due. The rudeness 

and inecivility. to be 

met with in post 

offices had become 

almost proverbia!, and 

when we look back it 

seems wonderful that 

we have put up for 

such a long period 

with the arrogance of 

afew dressed up, low 

bred, presumptuous 

Hickanapes, Although 

Sir James Pergusson's 

decree is no more than 

» fortnight old, itis 

wondertul alresdy to 

hotice the alteration 

in the demeanour of 

the assistants gene- 

rally. On the occasion 

of the purchase of a 

stamp recently, ata 

post office nota hun- 

dred miles from Shoe : 

Lane, we were almost startled ont of our wits, upon tendering the 

humble penny, to receive quite a meei * bisuis you!” in return, 

Truly, a change of front with a vensz ane, and a sure token that 

fear will overawe even the most unmitigated of cads, 
wo 
* 


AT a recent matinée at the Princess Theatre, one of the spec- | 
tators in the gallery, on its being announced that the author was | 
not in the house, gave vent to his feelings by shouting out, “A 
good job too.” These words met with the general approbation 
trom the assembled audience, and sent them away happy in the 
thought that they had heard at least one acceptable line during 
the afternoon, ae 

s 

A POOR Iad residing at Leigh, in Lancashire, had, as he thought, 
the good fortune to find a £25 note, The boy's mother took it to 


! the owner, who had the audacity to calmly thank her and offer | 


her—twopence, It is hard to imagine anyone behaving with such 


| deplorable meanness, but there are lots of similar cases upon 


| woman's 


record, nevertheless... Weare vindictive enough to hope not only 
that this contemptibly stingy individual may soon luse another 
#25, but that he may never get it back, 


= © 
* 


WE get a good many things from America, not excluding tarra- 
diddles of a pecuiiariy abnormal size, but were it nut that we 
ourselves have had painful 
and personal experience of 
extravagance We 
should feel inclined to re- 
ceive with a very consider- 
able quantity of salt the 
statement that a well known 
dancer across the herrin’ 
pond has just been sued for 


) bhermilliner’s bill, amounting 


to no Jess a sum than fifteen 
thousand dollars. We have 
always admired the snowy, 
diaphanous petticoats which 
fall in such graceful and 
beautiful folds around the 
limbs of our celebrated skirt 
dancers, but now we know 
What it costs we shall look 
upon anactress’ lingerie with 
increased interest, not un- 
mixed with a certain amount 
of veneration, 
ad 

THE Printing Machine 

Managers are early in the 


! fleld with the announcement 


that their annual excursion, 

for one to six days, takes 

place on Saturday, July 2ud, 

when J/asé * Unsweetened "- 

souked Sloperites may enjoy several sniffs of the briny at Margate, 
tunsgate or Broadstairs, or all three if they choose, for the smail 
sum of 38, Gd. for one day and 4s, 6d. for six days. Make your 
arrangements in time, aud look out fur the Briny Buffeter at 
“Merry Margit.” 


) linement of forty-two years, 


| out the insults that had passed between them, 


(Saturday, May 7, 1299 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs | 


A CALLEN vA PUL TNE WERK ENDING May 1é1TH, ly? 
_ 


8th May, 1835.—William Blanchard, comedian, died ti,;. : 


aed sIXty live, 


Oth May, 1864.—The following curious electioneering | 
former days was ipserted in Saunders’ News-Letter of this dy, 
“During the time of a contested election in) Meath, son, ~ 
years ago, Sir Mark Somervilie sent orders to the proprietor ., 
hotel in Trim to board and lodge all that should vote for hin, 
which he received the following bill: * Apré/ 16¢/, 1826.—My 
—To eating 16 frechoiders above stairs tor Sir) Marks, at 3c ¢ 
head, is to me £2 lbs, 9/. To 6 beds in one room,and ina, 

ruineas every bed. and not more than 4 in any bedatany 
£22 Ie, To 1s horses and 3 mutes about my yard all night, «: ) 
every one of them, and fora man which was lost on the hej 
watching them all night, is to me £559 For bretkfast on 1, 
the morning for every one of them,anud as many more as ;., 
brought, as near as | enn guess, is to me £4 12. To raw whi. 


and punch, without talking of pipes, tobacco, as well as for pops, 


and as well as for breaking a pot above stairs, and other glass. 
little as Lean eall it, and not to be too particular, £79 Me. 9/. 
shaving and cropping off the heads of the 49 freeholders tor. 
Marks, at 137. for every head of them, by my brother has a \, 
is to me £2 13%, 1d." 


10th May, 1642. — Varliament this day mustered th. 
Milituein #iasbury bields; the regiments, when completed. \. 
of the following strength :—The Blue Regiment, 14l mes, 
Yellow Regiment, 1.526 men; the Green Regiment, 1.566 men 
Orange Regiment, 1,741 men; the Whie Regiment, 2,088 men... 
Red Regiment, 1,630 men.—Total, 9,962, 


; 

llth May, 1828.—" The counterpane which covered the. 
of Charies bothe night before his execution,” says a paper o. ; 
date, “and which is made of a thick rich tue satin, embr 
with gold and silver ina deep border, has coutinued to be 


| the family of Champneys, of Orchardleigh, near Frome, Somers. 


shire, asa christening mantle, from the period it came into t+ 
possession, by marringe with the sole heiress of the Chind)-. 
Camm’s Hall, Fareham, Hampshire, a family connected « 
Cromwell, The sword belt of the uufortunate King is likewise ; 
Orchurdleigh House.” 


Ea ———————— eee 

12th May, 1856.—Morris Abrahams made his first Lond 
appearance tus day, as Billy Taylor, in the burlesque of 1, 
Jaylor, at the Efiingham Saloon, ; 

18th May, 1889.—About sixty persons were this day char,. 
at Bow Street with gambling at the Adelphi Club, and twenty.r 
charged at Mariborough Street with using a gaming house kuvw, 
as the Field Club, 


14th May, 1828.—Margaret Nicholson, the would-be ass:.. 
siness of King George IL, died this day in Bedlam, afier a 
Siie begged to wear black when [j. 
Majesty died. Hatfield, who fired at him in Drury Lane Theatr. 
was then still in Bedlam. 


“THE MAID HE LOVES.” 

Down a winding walk in the garden green, 
fle vores in the glouming time, 

Wien the rooks tly home to the old, old trees, 
And the vesper rings sweet chime ; 

He passes the brook where the willows wave, 
Nor lists to the dreamy doves, 

For he knows so well down the winding walk 
He will find the maid he loves, 


There are winding walks in our lives, I know, 
They are sometimes dew'd with pain, 

Bue if still the lovetin our hearts abides, 
The shadows will fade again; 

And the sweet bells ring and the old songs sound 
Like the voice of those dreamy doves, 

But each heart is blest if it finds sweet rest 
With the bonny maid it loves, 


A BIT OF BAD SHOOTING. 

THERE isa pretty little story, essentially French, in La Fin ce 
Siecle that is altogether too good to be lost. A certain landed pre 
prietor, living near Vernon, aud a colonel of dragoons had a deat!r 
quarrel—nothing but red not bleed, and plenty of it, could w: 
But both of t! 
were crack shots, and as the seconds who were appointed had u 
wish to be left on the ground with tro subjects for the loca 
morgue's breakfast, they agreed that lots should be drawn, and the 
loser should at once proceed to some retired spot along the vallrs 
of the Seine und shoot himself, “So that,” as one of the secoucs 
sayvely remarked, “one shot will settle the business.” 

The next morning the combatants and their seconds met at 4 
small café outside the town, The arrangements were recapitulate. 
and agreed to, and the lots were duly drawn, the landed proprietor 
proving the winner. The colonel of dragoons was somewhat 
“down in the mouth” over his bad luck; he seribbled a few lites 
on apiece of paper, which he handed to his second, took a most 
affectionate farewell of everybody, and formally extended forgive: 
ness to his lucky adversary. Then he took the loaded pistol, am 
the procession started to the woods, Arrived at the outer belt e: 
trees, he once more shook hands, nnd entered the wood alone. 

Breathlessly they awaited the detonation which was to conver (0 
them the finale of the tragedy, At last it came: eagerly ther 


| rushed through the belt of silver ash-trees, only to behold he lo 


should have been defunct walking towards them holding a smok- 
ing revolver. 

© Grent snakes!” he said (of course, in the choicest French : ts 
is the liberty of the translator), “great snakes! what a confounded 
bad shot I'm getting! Gentlemen, Z have missed myself!” 


——__>—_— 


BREAKING IT GENTLY. 


WitH a man’s inborn hatred of making a fuss where it di 
seem necessary, he had put off seeing the doctor until the very +! 
minute, Perhaps he preferred to die a natural death : who know 
But at last he got so thoroughly queer that they forcibly kept! 
at home and sent for the local Abernethy. [Tt was none tow 
The medico had not been with him five minates ere he told b 
the worst: hope there was none—he must prepare for the «t!- 

300ze—good old booze—had got in its fell work, had even gone ~ 
ae as to make “overtime "—and now the last act was being hurt’ 
along, 

“ Doctor,” he said, “break the news to my poor little wife. "+ 
you! Iv be an awful blow for her; she is more nervous Us" 
am. but vou can tell her——" - 

“My dear fellow,” replied the doctor,” better, far better that 5°° 
should do it yourself. Yow know her: to me she is a strane 
You can break it to her kindly, gently, gradually !" 

So, when the man of prescriptions had gone, and the pt 
of oa joys and sorrows rushed upstairs, she burst iuto his ' 
with— 

“My poor old boy—and what does the doctor say?” 

Tt was a hard moment for him, but he had to break the 
her kindly, gently, gradually, and he answered— al 

“Well, he says that unless 1 miracle happens, long before the ens 

J att 


part e? 
oui 


news 


of the summer you'll be wearing heavy crape: 

A second later, as he gazed over the side of his bedstex' i 
pulsating heap upon the floor, he wondered by what perver!" 
nature women, wher they heard a little bit of out-of-the-way 2” 
always Weut fainting about the piace for. 


turday, May 7, 1892.) 
THE EVER-WELCOME! 


SLOPER siageth : 
Au, May! sweet May! 
the precious and 
gay! 
Walk this 
dame ; 
wav ! 
Your friend Mr, Sio- 
PER (whose pretix 
is .\.) 
Doth welcome 
here with 
* Ilooray !" 
Because (let him say) 
you are always au 
Jaet 
bringing sweet 
floral gems, day by 
day ; 
Shoe Lane's Lau- 
reate warbles a lay 
To welcome you, 
May, 
In vour 
array— 
With your charms and 
your chimney- 
sweeps, Miss May! 
Yes ; we ofttimes care-cankered, poor creatures of clay 
(Who have to fizht fiercely in Life's busy fray— 
While often Dan Phoebus bezrudges a ray, 
Our toil or our trouble to gaily repay), 
Now welcome you here as a frolicsome fav ; 
Aud we kick up our heels during yeur brief stay, 
Ivor the skies then are blue which were hitherto grey— 
So while you're here, May, 
Your rule we'll obey, 
At the “ Sloperies ” (meaning All Britain), Miss May ! 


way, 
walls 


ma- 
this 


vou 
a glad 


In 


So 


pretty 


IT CURED HIM. 
HoUGIL not born to greatness, he was a moderately successfui 
ruulist. Fleet Street knew him well, and the Savage Club 
Jedd tin aman and a brother. Though thirty long years of 
rinding, ceaseless toil—had brought him neither fame 
iw Fate iad not altogether been unfavourable to him. 
snoked a fourpenny cigar occasionally, bought 2 new suit every 
nd not infrequently paid the “gas and water” before 
final “eall.” But, alas! like so many more of us, his cup of 
piness was not without its bitterness ; he had one sorrow—the 
ywiedze that his son, his’ bright eved, carefully nurtured, 
een vear old son yearned to follow his father’s profession, 
Jay le had brought the lad into the City with him; hod shown 
1 the wouders, the curiosities, of Fleet Street; aud as they 
into a well known F 
ry for some. slight 
sument, after the fati- 
- of the morning, the 
rp eves of the doting 
ier, noting the height- 
vlour, the sparkling 
nimated manner 
us boy, sighed as he res 4 
do that the excursion 
but inspired the Jad 


And who,” inquired the 

td-be as he set 

vin his r-beer glass 

gazed curiously round 

apartinent, * who is that 

ut, seedy looking man yonder, who 
ust ordered sn half pint of stout sand 

ee 

Hush! amy dear boy—hnush!" quickly interrupted his father, 
a is Fewquids, the celedrated leader writer of the Morning 

mhoosler, 

fie tittle lad gasped, took a huge bite from his heart-cake to 

ive him, and then weighed in with another query. 

Tuat hollow eyed, unshaved individual, with the shabby hat 
the doubtful boots,” he asked, “who is trying to induce the 
behind the counter to trust him for that two of warm gin 


The iNustrious editor of the Evening Planet, Harold.” 
Then, who,” gasped the now thoroughly bewildered lad, “who 


those sleek, well dressed men over at that table, driuking cham- | 


neand smoking big cigars—the wealthy proprietors of some of 
creat dailies, | suppose?” 

No, my child, no; those men are advertisement agents,” 

wered the old pressman. And such was the mingled regret 
sadness in his voice, that his son emerged from the gargle fac- 
with a fixed determination to try his hand at crossing sweeping, 
t blacking, window cleaning, anything in fact but—journalism, 


A MERRY JEST. 
HEY do enjoy themselves on Sloper’s Island. The other day, 
e merry waz took a basket of fish, which belonged toa friend, 
ot the railway carriage, and while the friend went to speak 
he station master, concealed it behind a wall. Then all hands 
ourned for drinks, and while the owner of the fish was relating 
misfortune, the merry wag stole quietly out to get the tish, but he 
nd that somebody had been before him, and the basket was gone, 
eee 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No, 45.—Rusy MANFRED. 
THE lady I sing of this week 
fias a horrible cast in her ere, 
And 2 bloated pinguidinous cheek, 
And a nose of the ruddiest dye. 


She has hands like the dukes of 
Wreck 


the 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HCLIDAY, 


THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


os 
GAIETY THEATHE, April 2th, 1892. 

DeaR Mr. SLoper.—Accept my sincere thanks for bestowing 

your much coveted Diploma on my humble self, It has been the 


| dream of my life,and now Lean point to the "Award of Merit” 


Ry | 
She has ears most abnormally | 


biz, 
And a triplicate chin, and a neck 
Like the neck of a goodly fat 
nig. 
She has Frightfut carrotty hair, 
And her frame is an 
frame ; 
Of her feet 1 will merely declare 
That two barges resemble the sume. 
She has lips that have never been hissed, 
Anda voice like the clack of a hen; 
At the © Priv.” she’s nocturnally hissed ; 
She's despised by both women and 
nen, 
She has ways that would ploughboys 
degrade, 
And a temper as bitter as gall ; 
She's the nastiest, wrlicst maid 
Ou this massive terrestrial ball! 
* * * 
Gentle read -r, your anger dispel! 
By inditing the foregoing, I 
Got 2 prize as the man who could tell 
Lhe most vile and detestable lic! 


Amazon's 


| 
| 
| 


and say Lam the possessor of ALLY’S ood opinion, How delightful! 

If at any time you care to take a sip of * Cusweetened ” tea with 
me, | need not tell you how happy [shatl be. My love to all the 
Sloper Family, aud especially to Alexandry, whom Lam given to 
understand was the bearer to me of the prize. Sorry L did not 
arrive at the staze door in time to see him, i 

A rumour has iately gone abroad that you area little too fond of 
stimulants, but one has only to gaze upon that marble brow and 
pallid nose to know the rumour is unfounded, 

Yours very sincerely, KALE JAMES, F.O.s, 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
NO. 2-H Sraxps A THUNDERING Goop Cusxen or 
GETTING PENAL SERVITUDE For LIFE. 
1. 
ON May-day morn the Mildewed Mound, 
While motley myriads hemmed tine round, 
Stood stately on an empty cask, 
And proudly plied his pleasant task 
Of spouting forth a sprightly speech 
To ail who'd come to hear him preach, 
He waved his arms with frenzied whirls, 
He stumped, he jumped : and of the pears 
Which he before his audience threw 
We herebeneath append a few, 


II, 
“All ve who keep away from booze, 
My high esteem ye ne'er shall lose ; 
But ve who tope, and swig and swill, 
Vii blow you up—by Jove, | will! 


“All ye good men who love your wives, 
Tl smile upon you all your lives ; 

But ve who beat and treat them ill, 

I'll blow you up—by Jove, | will! 


“Ye wives who ne'er the pawnshop sock 
T fain would kiss your every cheek : 

Ye who mine uncle's store rooms fil, 
Vil blow you up—by Jove, I will! 


“Ye who from cruel ways are free, 
My heart shall hold you dear; but vo 
Who harinless fleas and spiders kill, 
I'll blow you up—by Jove, | will! 


“Ye who my counsels heed siall bo 
Supremely blest on earth ; bat ve 
Who scorn my pious precepts still, 
Vil blow you up—by Jove, I will!” 


IIT. 
Thus, thus, in high poetic strain, 
And ever with the same refrain, 
Long yelped the Yelper—lonz and lond, 
Till came (slow struggling throuzh the erowd) 
‘Two slops, and he: his statement shrill, 
“LIL blow you up—by Jove, | wiil!” 


And soon those slops were stalking fast 
‘Towards the nearest gaol, 

While from that multitude so vast 
There rose a woesome wail . 

Vor, as the most depraved and mean 
Of London Anarchists, 

The Mouldy Muddler marched between, 
With handeut?s on his wrists! 


THE “SLOPER SILVER MEDAL FOR VALOUR” 


has this day been presented to 


LAURENCE BLOOMFIELD, 
Sor his courageous conduct in rescuing a bey from drownéitg. 
THE following isa brief account of the oecurrence :—On Satur- 
day, April 2nd, while seme children were plaving in the inclosure 
formerly occupied by Messrs. Doulton'’s Pottery Works, abutting 
on the canal near Victorian Park, one of them fell into the water, 


tary of 
several Jewish charitable institutions), happened to be passing over 
the canal bridge when his attention was attracted by the cries of 
children, and observing a child’s hat floating on the water, he at 
once guessed the cause of their alarm. Without an instant’s delay, 
the youth leaped over the bridge on to the path below—in itselfa 
feat of some peril—and dived into the water, After considerable 
difficulty he succeeded in rescuing the child, though not a minute 
too soon, as it was carried home inan unconscious state, LEven- 
tually, it was restored, we are happy to say, 
“THE SLOPERIES.” May 7th, 1892, 


“HOPE ON! HOPE EVER!” 

On, ve who fizht with adverse Fate! 
It may be so ordained 

That your career shall terminate 
Nre yet your victory’s gained, 

With all the hostile powers ye meet 
Perchance ye'll vainly cope; 

Yet Hope can make the battle sweet— 
Tis well that ye should hope! 


Oh, ve whose lives are full of eare! 
It may be so decreed 
That from the curthly ils ve bear 
Yell ne'er on earth be t . 
Yet, if ve such a doom forbode, 
More moodily ve ll mop 
Sweet Hope can ease a sutterer’s load— 
‘Tis well that ye shoud lope! 


Oh, ve who fear that death is death ! 
Itomay he orders 

That souls. when bodies lose their breath, 
To nothingness mast go. 

Bat vainly (howsoe'er ve yearn 

The never discovercd fact to learn) 
Ye in the dark a ‘: 

Tar happier they wh I—who heed— 

Niaterit save the Chr n’s hopeful creed — 
“Tis well that ve should bepe! 

HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

GET intoa violent temperand yvouwont feel cold, You're bound 
to be hot when vou're ful of (fire. 

A WATERING-PLACE that’s “seasonable” all the year round— 
A London dairy. 

Wy is borrowing from a loan oflice ebjectionable 2—Beecanse it 
results ina nuisance (an usiness, 

Tih vods of old lived on Oivimepns. but that’s no reason why a 
pork-buteher should Kill aslimm-puss and make us live on it nowas 
days. 

WHAT month was it when a monkey stood beside a streamlet /— 
Ape-riil. 

Is writing a pociical squib( B)‘ard ialour? 


man, 


tl 


SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 


ee 


THE DEMON UMBRELLA. 
(A TALE oF DIABLERIE.) 
—~— 
CHAPTER XI. 

PETER CRAWLEY SIMPSON resumed his labours, and : 
a quarter of an hour told himself he had finished the 
was not a 
great suc- 
cess, he felt 
compelled 
to admit, 
but it was a ' 
very creat 
improve- 
ment onthe ¥ 
rusty aspect. 
Then he 
looked 


| round for 


more worlds 
conquer, 
He decided 
to polish up 
the kitchen 
was -bracket. 
He did that, 
and, fired 
with ambi- 
tion, had ex- 
tended — his 
operations 
to the clean- 
ing of a 
dish - cover. 
While in the 
midst of 
this inter- 
esting occu- 
mation the kitchen door opened quietly and someone entered. 
Peter Crawley Simpson looked up quickly and a moment after- 
wards exclaimed, in astonishment— 
“Lydia!” 
© Peter, dear,” murmured Lydia, as she fell into his arms, “when 
Betsy told me how lonely you had been, and what you were doing, 
( felt that | could bear this dreadful separation no longer, | have 
been so miserable without you, dear. Shall we be as we were?” 
* Betsy,” said Peter, as he gazed at that excellent domestic, who 
had followed his wile into the room and was looking on witha 


| vreat show of interest over his wife’s shoulder, “run down and tell 


the baker to resume sending the breakfast rolls which L stopped 
six days ago.” 

Then he said some other things to his wife, which a sympathetic 
British public will understand without being told of more tully, 

° * * * * * 
That night the baleful Indian Umbrella handle reclined in the 
stand of George Augustus 
Brown's lodgings. Above 
it hung a badly bruised 
and battered silk hat. 
After leaving his cousin, 
Brown had) gone to the 
theatre to hear Lottie 
Collins, and in the midst 
of the excitement engen- 
dered by much * Ta-ra-ra, 
Boom-de-ay,” the man in 
theseat behind haddriven 
Brown's best hat over his 
eves with a blow of his 
fist, and then looked ine 
necent when the police 
were sent for, It was 
fate! 

° * . 

Jonas Simmons was a 
man of much respecta- 
Lilitv and determination, 
There had been no whis- 
per, no Dreath of seandal 
In the Simmons’ family 

_ genealogical tree, nor in 
any of its Brown or 
Simpson branches. The 
marrying and intermarry- 
ing had always been done 
with families of the most 
respectable ty pe, and each 

new branch formed had always shed an additiona! lustre of respecta 
bility on its surroundings. ‘The Simpson affair was undoubtedly 
the first break in this lovely condition of affairs. It was intoler- 
able, to say the very least, and feelings of the decpest indignation 
rose in the bosom of Jonas Simmons as he thought of it. It was 
more particularly annoying because he had always thought so 
highly of Peter Crawley Simpson, and the old gentleman's pride 
was very considerably hurt at the discovery that he had been, as it 
were, cherishing a viper in his breast. The ambition to be ¢ 
respectable. which animated his actions, received a rude shock by 
the letter from George Augustus Brown, and the determination in 
his character was speedily evinced by his resolve to inquire into 
the matter at once, and to 

change his will at once if need 

were, 

He was grateful to George 

Augustus Brown for his 

prompt action in the matter, 

He feltthot but forthe thought- 

fulness of that voung man, the 

condition of affairs might have 


A battered silk hat. 


| been hid from his knowled 


se 
He would reward that young 
Heevidently was a chip 
of the family block, and recog- 
nized the record of respectas 
bility was in danger, 

Jonas Simmons’ resolution 
was quickly taken. It was 
carried out with equal prompti- 


i tude. Hewould goto London! 


Very few minutes sufficed for 
his preparation, and an hour 


; after the receipt of the letter 


| 
| 


he was on his way. It was a 

warm day when he arrived at 

his yourney’s end, and Jonas 

Simmons came to the conclu 

sion that he would be ne 

worse if he had a glass of beer 

and a sandwich ere he pro- 

ceeded in’ his investigations, 

He selected a quiet looking 

publicchouse, His selee tion 

was oa jgadicions one, Bor the 

sake ol privacy, the eounter 

wis auvided by panels ite 

hitte boxes. and the respectautnhty of Jonas Simunons was mn no 
danger of being injured by his being seen ina public-house, A 
guod deal of respectabiiity consists in not bere found out. 


C1e be conteancd neat wee kh.) 


152 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, May 7, 1892, 


THE “F.O.S."” PORTRAIT GALLERY THE REDEEMING FEATURE. 
= Scene—Zhe High Road, 


“How do they pronounce it, fable de ‘u/e 2?” 
hoy, fuble de “ot.” 


No, 254.—HARRY PLEON, F.O.S. 

“Not having commenced life, as it is nowadays lived, until he 
liad reached maturity, Harry had, of course, a lot of leeway to 
inake up, 890 it was not at all surprising to find him at the age of 
eawenty one lh gallop on eet road Un pals: Gr eleem bere are Ethel, Malo, Mr. Scroggins, do you goin for atandem? But what peculiar looking horses. I shouldn't 
eared [ie fomeee Ahan the lates. Five ellis wea tBe@ist 1 C154 chap vlupite mbes forlgatnd, Ruste Voter. Us doan't want no strangers, Wot 

t ne, Aide XE a pe a wants Is et andidate, andidale, entlen 

long, in fact, as it took him to traverse the distance from his Scroggins, Well, they're not much to look at, I must candidly confess, but they'll—er—take any amount although’ wasn't born in this’ borough: my pies , 


homestead to the nearest hostelry, Having expended his*erown* A Si ae . her was, and my politics are the same 
in ‘Trish, Harry felt unhappy and drunk. London being twenty of whip, don’t yer know. eae | mothe s, and my po s r eas hers, 


miles away,and as the genial youth's legs were a little unste ey 
seven weeks elapsed before he hove in sight of the great metro- TH E DYNAM ! TE TART. 

polis. The tirst glimp-e of Cockneydom caused our bi ota _ 

pale, aml inclination urged him to fly away home again, but, a 

duty and the smell of whisky proved stronger factors, and the 

blooming young budlet entered London with all the cheek of a 

bantam rooster, Harry's first exploit was to weighin at the 

Lyceum Theatre and offer himself as understudy to Irving. A 

kick out resulted, and a general soreness prevailed. Our hero 

then tackled the music hall profession and became instantly 

successful, Chiefly becar 1¢ isa bright and ever shining star, 

our hero was created F.O.S,, aml the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ 

presented to him April 19th, 1892." —Debrett Improved. 


doorshtep for safety till Oi send it up to the spalpeen wid the baker's boy."——(2). 

“Och! begob! why, what's all this? Tim Casey, your thavin' divil ava greyhound’s 
makin’ for the that’s taken the farrm up beyant there. Shtep in an’ Oi'll tell ye | slwallowed me poie! Bedad, Ol see it in his suvile! Bad scran to the baste! but 
the sacret av it.”——(2). * Ye see the divil Oi' ve prepared that litt'e treat for's taken | Oi'll kick it outav his hoide! Take that, ye sucaking leprechann !"——(4). 
a houldin’ that me own brother moight have been evicted out av if hed happened | * bang !!"——(5). And when “they met again in shadowland,” as the song says, Tin 
to live there, Bad luck to him! And so Oi've put enough dinnymoite in tle poie to | Casey was still having his langh out at Doolan’s expense, though, perhaps, after all, 
blow him to smithercens the first tooth he puts to it. Yo see Oi’m avin’ is onthe | had he fully considered the case, he might have spared a few grins at his own also, 


GIRLS SLOPER'’S KISSED. FOUND «IS VOCATION, HOLI-DAY v. JOLLY-DAY. 


A 
AN ACTIVE 


1 ies 
i f ONTeut 
: TEN y : \ ‘ tUceNy | 


THE QUEEN OF THE AMAZONS. 


\ va \ 
ATO 


\\ 


“Well, boy, what do you want?” “A coom in a-seein’ that there 
No.8.— Winifred, notice, as a thought a should sewt loike!" 


< 
Go 
Ford 
\ 
Lipree 


